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It can't be helped. That's how it's got to be now."
was about to say something more, but there was a noisy
tramping of feet in the porch, someone shouted, and a single
shot cracked resonantly.
"May the devil torment them out there!" Fomin
Exclaimed in an angry tone.
One of the men sitting at the table jumped up and kicked
the door open. " What's happening out there ? " he shouted
into the darkness.
Chumakov came in and excitedly reported :
" He proved to be quite smart! What a devil for you !
He jumped from the top step and ran. I had to waste a
cartridge on him. The boys outside are finishing him
off____"
" Tell them to drag him out of the yard into the lane."
" I've told them already, Yakov Yefimich."
The room was quiet for a moment. Then someone asked,
Trifling a yawn:
" What's the weather like, Chumakov ? Is it clearing
up? "
" It's cloudy."
" If it rains it'll wash the last snow away/'
" But what do you want it to rain for ? "
" I don't want it to. I've no desire to go squelching
through mire."
Gregor went to the bed and picked up his cap.
"Where are you going? " Fomin asked.
" To get a breath of air."
^ He went out on to the porch. The moon was shining
^dimly through cloud. The spacious yard, the roofs of
the sheds, the summits of the poplars, the horses standing
covered with horsecloths at the tetherposts, were all
illumined with the translucent, dove-blue light of midnight.
Several yards from the porch lay the Red Army man, bis
head in a faintly gleaming puddle of thaw-water. Three
cossacks were bent over him, talking quietly as they did
something to him.
" He's still breathing, by God! " one of them said in a
^exed tone. "What did you kill him like that for, you
clumsy devil? I told you to aim at his head. Ah, you
soup 1"